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‘Dan't tonch the bowl,:detware, deware,

y—

PLEASANT HOURS.

The Abloey Church, now an exquisite
ruin, dates from 1128, and still afforda
a nanctuary to insolvent debtors.

‘I'he wynds aud closes of the ancient
town, once the abodes of the Scottish
nobility, are now the rqualid laivs of
mirery and vico, Once bigh-born
dames and knightly men, banquetted
in carved chambers, now the degraded
purlicus of poverty und erimo. Some
of these havo still interesting historic
nraocintions, na tho houses of the Duke
of Gordon, of Earl! Moray, Hume,
Boswell, Walter Scott, and others of
istinguishied name and fame. I pene-
trated some of tho grim closes, which
surpassed aught I ever saw of squalid-
ness, and wan glad to find myself
anfely out again.

The churchyard of old Gray Frinrs
is an epitomo of Scottish history. On
the broad flat stone shown in the cut
on page 68, the Solemn ITeague and
Covenant was signed, 1638, und on
Martyrs' Monument one roads, * From
May 27th, 1661, that the moat noble
Marquis of Argyll was beheaded; until
Feb.. 18th, 1668, thero was executed
in Edinburgh about one hundred noble-
men, gentlemen, ministers, and others,
the most of whom lie here.”” Nour-
ivhed by such costly libations, the tree
of liberty took root and flourished
strong and fair. The tomb of ¢ Bluidy
Mackenzie,” of sinistor memory, still
exerta its malign spell upon the be-
lated urchin as he slinkn past.

While visiting the antiquarian
museum, I had tho great and unex-
pected pleasure of meeting a fellow-
townsman, Mr. John Macdonald, of
Toronto, with his two chatming daugh-
ters—tho only persons that'I had ever
seon before that I met in a four months’
tour. 1 gladly accepted the cordial
invitation to join his party, and we
drove ugain to Holyrood, the Canon-
gate, the Cemetery in which lie the
bodies of Drs. Duff;, Candlish, Chal-
mers, Guthrie, Hugh Miller, and many
other of Scotland’s greatest sons ; and
Calton Hill, with its magnificent pan-
orama of cliff and crag, and strath and
frith, and its mnoble group of monu-
ments. A grizly blue-bonneted  cice-
rone pointed out, with brozd Doric
comments, St. Leonard’s Crags, the
home of Davie Deans, the moss hags
of Jennie’s midnight tryst, St. An-
thony's Chapel, and Arthur's Seat, like
a grim couchant lion, one of the most
majestic objects I ever saw.

DON'T TOUCH THE BOWL
DY & ALDEX 'BHACE.

q@L’ON’T touch the how), my darling

; Loy
Each aparklgx:g drop ie fraught with woe,

The fac of every future joy,
‘Of every noble deed the foe.

Don’t touch the bowl, thon dost not know
How small, how weak, how frail thou art;
Thou dost not know how strong the foe

. Thay secks the rmn of thy heart.
" Don't touch the bowl, though friends unite

Axd press thee bard-with them to go ;
Résiet the wrong, stand for the nght,
And firmly, sternly, answer no.

Don't totich the bowl, there’s danger there,
“ Hands off? I label every bowl,

“ Hands off,” "twill lead thee to despaiz,
*Twill ruin body, mind, and eoul.

Don’t touch the bowl, *tislignid hell
And-deep damnntion sorges tnere ;

Ten thousand fiends in fory yell

To great cach roul that enters there.

Ere thoo art bound with cruel'chains ;
Ere thon the drunkard’s hiell shall share
And writhe in sverlasting painis,

THE LONGEST DAY IN THE
YEAR.

DON'T know
whatthealmanac
man sxid about
it, but Dan said
it was tho long-
est, and Dan was
certainly the one
who undorstood

the matter best.

It began like other days, only there
was a heavy fog, and Dan know that
it was bad weather for haying, and
tip-top for fishing. He made up his
mind to go fishing. Perhaps if hie
mind had not been already made up
he would not have minded it so much
when his father eaid at the breakfast
tablo. “ We must get the scythes in
good order, 80’s to take n fair start at
the lower meadow to-morrow. Don't
lot me have to waste timo hunting
ufter you, Daniel, when I'm ready.”

Daniel’s appetite was gone. How
he hated to turn that heavy, creaking
old grindatone. Ho went around by
the sink drain, and dug his bait; he
examined his fishing-pole ; he put up
his lunch, he even tiied a worm on
the hook, and then he wandered dis-
consolately around, wishing grindstones
had nevor beon invented.

Ho went to the end of the garden,
and leaned sulkily over the low stone
wall, eating the half-ripe harvest apples,
and throwing the cores spitefully
away. Down the road a few rods lay
the mill-pond, and in the widdle of
the road near by stood Deacon Skin-
ner’s horse and chaise.

Old Whitey had his nose down, and
one leg crooked in a meditative fash-
jon. The Deacon was over in the
field, making a bargain with Solomon,
Murmy for some young cattle. What
fun it would bo to start the old horse
up, and set him trotting home! Dan
could almost hit him with an apple
core. He tried two or three, just to
sce, and then he picked a smooth
round stone from the wall, and sent it
singing througk: the air.

Old Whitey brought up his nose
with a jerk, straightened his foreleg,
and started off at u brisk trot, the
cheise-top tilting and pitching back
and fortb.

Dan laughed—at least the laugh
begun to grow, when he canght one
glimpse of a frightened little face at
the chaise window, and knew that
Nanny Dane, the Deacon’s little lame
grandchild, was in the chaise. B

It was only a glimpse, and then the
bank of gray fog swallowéed Whitey
and the chaise, and it secemed to Dan
that they had gono straight into the
mill-pend. :

“ Daniel! Daniel !

stono ; and Dan oboyed.

Round and round and round; his
tough little hands were blistered on
the handle, but he did not know it ;
his mouth and throat wero as dry as
the stone, but he did not think of it.
“Crrrerrycrir,” rang the rough,
wearisome noise, until his ears wore
8o deafened ho did not even hear it.
For he was perfectly sure he had killed
little Nanny Dame. What would
poople say? "What would they doto
him? Hang bim, of course ;.and Dan

| felt in his heart that he descrred it,

and that it Sould be

almost a aatis-
‘faction.

Come on now, |
and be spry about it!” called his’
father, as he moved towards the grind-.

« There,” said his father vt last, ¢1
reckon that'll do, Daniel. You've
been faithful and stiddy at your work,
and now you may go fishing.”

Dan never knew how ho got to
Long Pond, or how he passed the slow
hours of that dismal duy. The misery
scemed intolerablo, und before evening
bo had mado up his mind that he
could bear it no longer. flo would
go homo and tell his tather, he would
toll every body. They might hang
hiim, they might do anything they
pleased. .

Tramping desperately homo with
his empty basket in his hand, ho
heard the sound of wheels behind him,
dragging slowly through the deop
sand. Perhaps that was the Sheriff
coming to arresi him. Dan's heart
beat harder, but he did not look
around. The whecls came nearer;
they stopped, and some one said :

« Huito, Daniel ! been fishin’? Fish-
erman’s luck, hey? Woell, jump in
here, and I’ll give ye a Jift.”

Before Dan knew it ho was over the
wheel and sitting beside Deacon
Bkinner in the old chaise, with Whitey
switching his tail righ% and left as he
plodded along.

“@it up, Whitey,” urged the
Deacon ; “it's getting along toward
chore-time. Whitey aint so spry as
he used to bs, but he's amazin’ smart.
This mornin’ I Jeft little Nanny in the
sbay while I was making a dicker with
Solomon Murray, and a keerless thing
it was to do, but I'd a8 soon expected
the meetin"house to run away as
Whitey.
have scart him ; but he just trotted
off home as stiddy as if I'd been
driving, and waited at .the door for
mother to come and get: Nanny beforo
he went to the barn.”

Oh, Deaoon Skinner,” burst out Dan,
it was me; I scart Whitey.”

“Did ye now, sonny? Well, there
wuzn't any harm donse, and T know ye
didn’t mean to.”

«I did, I did,” said Dan, sobbing
violently from the long strain of excite-
ment. * I.didn’t know Nanny was in
the chaise, and T threw a stone at him"”

“ Well, well,” said the Deacon,
rubbing ‘his stubby .chin, and looking
curiously at Dan. ¢ Beats all what
freaks boys will take, but I know ye
won't do it agin".”

« 1 never will,” said Dan, solemnly.
¢« Thig has been’ the awfulest longest
day that ever was in the world."—
Hairper’s Young People. '

«THANE YOU” AND “PLEASE.”
T is s grand thing to be associated
with men and women trying to

-make drunkaids sober. I went

there were many, were allowed enly a
minute each. One womsn said in
tk«! minute what thrilled me through
and through : *The love of Jesus hasg
méde my husband and myself man-
nerly. We used o swear al one
another, and now we say, ¢ Thank ye’
and ¢ Pleasr.”” I tell you, the preach-
ing of infidelity and. of all the scien-
tists cannot produce an effect liks that

in one hundred years nor yet in. five
‘bundred years.—Jokn B. Gough.
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‘A petble in the streamlet scant

turned the course of miny a river;

-A-dewdrop on ths.baby plant,

Has warped the giant sak forever.

X reckon something must |

77" o s ‘little ‘mission. chapel in.
‘New-York, and-the speakers, of whom-

DEAD IN THE NEST,
( From an Epitaph in an English Cathedral)
BY ROSE TERRY COOKE.

3 HE lay
With

in her cradle, sweet and fair,
smiling lips like a dauyy
bloom,
A cloud of lace on the silk-white hair,
And slumber veiling her eyes' soft
gloom,

s

A dew-drop gleamed on the blue-veined
row,
Where px’iceﬂy fingers the cross had

sign
The tcnr%ul token of many & vow
That baby spirit to guard and bind.

Still sho slept, for the rite was done,
The chorml hushed and the prayersall

said
The life for Heaven on earth begun,
The chrismal dows on her forehead shed,

One by one the sponsors came,
Gifts of price at her feet to lay~

A golden cup, with the sweet new name ;
A string of peatls for the baby’s day ;

Ermine mnantle and robe of silk,
Thick and heavy with broidered show;
And silver bells, as white as milk,
Frosted like lilies all a-row ;

Carven coral and filmy lace ;
Velvet shoes for the tiny feet ;
Babies to stare in the baby’s face,
With silent smiles for her laughter
sweet.

Heiress she of a lineage proud,
Tender bud of a stately tree ;

Over her cradle bend and crowd
Lord and lady of high degree.

Qift on gift in her nest they lay,
Knight, and squire, and priest, and nun;

Till tho christening guests are all away
And carth is red with tke setting sun.

«Still she sleeps 1”  *Tis the mother calls.
« Still, my lady ; nor sound nor sigh.”

Ah! through the lofty castle-walls,
Rings a sudden and fearful cry.

Yes, she sleeps ! in her hour of pride,
Crushed by splendors above her spread;

Of heavy treasures the child hath dicd,
Stiﬂei and cold in her gorgeous bed.

Sleeps she now forever and aye,
Long ago did the legend bloom ;
The baby blossom who died that day

Is but dust in a lordly towmnb.

“Yet the story lives o’er and o'er ;
Still as the swift years onward roll,
Eartl's lieaped riches have erushed far

more
Many and many a living soul !

.

A SHORT MEMORY.

RRESIDENT Arthur has a won-
3 derful memory for faces. At
one timo hu travelled ina
railroad car for a few miles with a
physician who was carrying a brother
to some kiud of an -asylam. Seven:
years afterward he met the doctor,
cilled himn by. name, and inquired for
the brother. Xn this particular the
President is quite unlike the celebrated
divine mentioned in the following
anecdote: ¢ When tho great Joms-
than Edwards was out riding one day
a little boy opened a gate for him.
¢ Whose boy are you, oy little -mant’
asked tho great ‘theologidn. ¢Noab
Clarke's boy, sir,) was. the answer
On the return ot Edwards soon after,
the same boy appeared and opened ths
gato for him -again.. The :great the-
ologian thanked him, and ssked:
¢ Whosa boy are you, wy little. mant’
t6 which. the urchin roplied: ¢ Noah

Olarke's boy, #ir;; the same man's boy. g

I was a quarter of an hour #go, sir."";




